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until four o'clock, the gloomy Sunday streets, with their shut-
tered shop-fronts, were already filled with crowds making their
way towards the arena. The young men wore boaters with
coloured bands, or hats of light grey felt which they fondly
imagined had a Spanish look. They laughed in a thick cloud of
cheap tobacco smoke. The cafes breathed into the street the clean
smell of absinthe. He could not remember how long it was since
he had last wandered aimlessly through the hurly-burly of the
city with no other preoccupation than to kill time until a certain
hour should strike. To be thus unemployed was a very strange
experience for a man who was usually so overworked. He had
lost the secret of doing nothing. He tried to think of the experi-
ment he had recently begun, but could see nothing with his
inner eye but Maria Cross lying on a sofa with a book.

Suddenly the sun stopped shining, and the walking folk turned
apprehensive eyes to where a heavy cloud was creeping across
the sky. Someone said that he had felt a drop of rain, but after
a few moments the sun once more came out. No, the storm
would not break until the last bull had been put out of its agony.
""Perhaps, reflected the doctor, things would not turn out
precisely as he had imagined they would. But one thing was
certain, mathematically certain: he would not leave Maria Cross
without making her privy to his secret. This time he would put
his question... . Half-past two: another hour to kill before he
was due at his consulting-room. At the bottom of his pocket he
could feel the key of his laboratory. No, if he went back there
it would mean leaving again almos$.as soon as he had arrived.
The crowd swayed as though in the grip of a blustering wind.
A voice cried: "There they are!" In a procession of ancient
victorias, driven by coachmen who had caught something of
reflected glory for all their shabbiness, sat the glittering matadors
with their quajrillas. It surprised the doctor that he could discern
no baseness in the emaciated faces of this strange priesthood clad
in red and gold, in violet and silver. Once again a cloud blotted
out the sun, and they turned their thin profiles to the tarnished